Meanwhile, a private of the 52nd helped Gubbins
to barricade a second loophole which was more
exposed.
The enemy in the enclosure now began to throw
picks and shovels over the wall to those who had
made a lodgment under the portico, hoping that
they could dig their way into Grant's bastion. At this
moment Gubbins heard a European voice behind
liim and, still keeping his eye on the lane, he asked
that the wall of the Sikh Square, which projected
in rear of the enemy, might be loopholed for
musketry. The man behind seemed to be coming
nearer, as if to observe the enemy, when suddenly
Gubbins heard a heavy fall. Looking round he saw
Major Banks lying there with a bullet through the
temple: he had his wish, for he died without a groan.
Gubbins remained at the loophole, attended only by
an Indian orderly to load his rifle, firing at the
enemy whenever they exposed themselves, until
at last a mortar was brought up. As soon as the
shells began to burst among the crowds in the
enclosure they ran to a safer distance, while the men
under the portico dashed out and leapt across the
lane, followed by a destructive fusillade from the
roof of the Brigade Mess.
It was not till late in the afternoon that Major
Banks' body was taken away; it was buried the same
night, sewn up in a sheet. His loss was deeply felt,
for, though he had not held the office of Chief
Commissioner long enough to make his mark on the
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